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that now seems so nugatory? The answer is that BmmmelPs
masterpiece was himself, himself in action on the minds of
others, its hourly vitality was supplied by him, and to see it at
its full fruition one would have to recreate at the given moment
when Ms wit took form, not only the actual occasion, the why,
the wherefore, and the outlook of his listeners, but the very
century itself. All these are dead, so is Brummell.
As one searches through histories and biographies one finds
here and there these human works of art; some the outcome of
design, some accidental, each unique and all widely differing
one from another; peculiar, tragic, admirable, or contemptible,
whatever their label, they become, to the generations that
follow, heirlooms of the imagination.
And Brummell has, besides, given us a more material inherit-
ance. It may, perhaps, be said of him that he was the medium
through whom cleanliness came to Europe. Cleanliness in Ms
time was, as we have already seen, a matter of choice. A duke
who shall be nameless, a friend of the Prince's, was so unspeak-
ably dirty that, when unconscious from drink, Ms servants
would seize the opportunity to give Mm a good wash. Sloven-
liness was anathema to Brummell, and where he led others
followed. "Fine linen,3' he would say, "plenty of it, and
country wasMng.53 One may think that for a man to take from
two to four hours to dress, as did Brummell, is a waste of
time, but to bring about any reform always requires initial
exaggeration. Though one may yawn as one watches Mm
standing before Ms looking-glass, Ms cMn pointing to the ceiling
above the foam of slightly starched muslin beneath, and then
tMs cMn gingerly descending so as to crease the stock into
impeccable folds, yet the correlative to this meticulousness is
bath-water running from a million taps.